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J) PRESSOR SLOPER'S 3 
PHOTOGRAPHIC STUDIO . , 


CONSULTING ROOMS. 


SLOPER’S NEW PHOTOGRAPHY. 


“TI will say this of Poor Papa, he always goes with the times. He has just perfected a Camera which not only tells you what you've had to eat for the last 
week or two, but how it has agreed with you. Of course, one feels a natural delicacy about being photoed for such a purpose,; but Pa says he will soon overcome 
all such squeamishness. He and Alec commenced by taking Aunt Geeser, and it appears that when the list was read over to her of what she had consumed, and 
Dad had told her she was suffering from acute funkemitis, the poor lady gave a long and pierciny shriek, and fell to the ground a collapsed jelly.”—Toorsix. 


yur THE TRUE TALE OF A BUN. THE MURDERED PRINCESS. 
8 = 7 2 = A 1m : — 
ing = 5E 8 THE m surrounding the murder of the Princess 
= Sulkowski, in Austria Silesia, on March 3rd, 1848, has never 
all. been cleared u 


The Prince, bee husband, died in prison, heavily in debt. 
It was at one time a question of the property passing into 
other hands, but the Princess went on a long, mysterious 
journey, and returned with a son. It was rumoured that 
the child was not hers, He was, however, accepted as the 
future heir, and christened Louis. Two years later a second 
child was born, and although the Prince's paternity was 
generally doubted, he, Maximilian, was treated like a prince. 
The two sons were on the worst of terms, as the l’rince and 
Princess had always heen. Max was of a most violent 
temper, and angry scenes frequently took place between his 
mother and himself, and at last he emigrated to America, 
but to return presently with a Creole wife and a child. 

They came to live in the mother’s court, and fora while 
things went on smoothly. Then it was discovered that a 
certain young Baron Gustave, who was for ever in Max's 
company, was a woman, 

He had fallen madly in love with her, and taken her into 
the castle in disguise. The secret soon was known to his 
5 wiſe, ant ane seule ned aay. It was said ner ax 
My * 4 1˙11 1 si njo 3) “Excuse me, old fellow, but (4) “Insolent young puppy! poisoned her. ter her death he commenced a life of wi d 
N ee 8 paper 8 en e e ee is my bun and my seat.” never saw your bun debauchery, and ran fearfully in debt. Baron Gustave, 

milk.“ 8 though no longer a favourite, was tolerated by the Prince, 
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ey 


„ 


n 


66 


but one day in a violent quarrel he horsewhipped her, and she shot 
herself dead, 

The son became violent in his demands for money from his 
mother, and she, more severe, determined not to give it him. 
Twice he tried to strangle her, once pointed a gun at her, and he 
also bought poison. At last she was shot through her bedroom 
window. Max was away at the time, but she swore he or his con- 
federates had done the deed, 

_A man called Karl Obst, in his cups, confessed that he was the 
hired murderer, and the police were informell; but the country 
was in the first throes of the Revolution, and the authorities feared 
to denounce a prince. A second man called Franke was arrested 
en 1850, and the trial of the two prisoners proceeded, after adjourn- 
ents at long intervals, until 1857; the Prince in the meanwhile 
un wing died or hidden himself from pursuit. Obst died in prison, 
and as well as can be ascertained did also Franke; but the truth 
relating to the assassination of the unhappy Princess remained for 
ever a mystery hidden away among the dark annals of the doomed 
and miserable house, so long the scene of debauchery, violeuce and 
crime, 

— ſDſ— 
Luv AFARES. 


Hallexandri av dropp a nother 15 pence fora Had. Itt was alla 
6quease to gett itt. 
But e av arnster. Intens hexsitement prevale. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
oe Vea ton eyewear wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Sorry that we haven't any Space to spare at sent, DICK. 
Don't be nervous, F. E. FELLOWES, ALLY sould in half a tick, 
Far too long for us, MATTAE! ; Neither is it in our style. We can 
scarcely be exact Jin; But we think about a mile. Pleased to 
ace them, A. H. MiuLett. ead the rules, we pray you, CLAMP, 
Shocking, isn't it, MEDUSA? JA is a thorough can. Postage 
must be paid, SILVILA. Aany thanks for note, F. A. At some 
future time, Miss HADDIE, 4e d possible we may. 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Mlustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Monthe, 1s. ed.; 6 Months, 36. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to Gil uE DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Looksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 
— — 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-af-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
( Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who snail ay ae to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United . FI 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
lola“ be found upon the Decease. < the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLorEn's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom ecery Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inanrance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
———_—_—— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


Overheard in Smoking Room at Tit. Tut Club. 
First Public Character. This is like à Quakers’ meeting. I'll 
toss you who shall start the conversation. 
Second Public Character. All right; but how? 
First Publie Character. Why, by leaving the room, of course. 
There are plenty of fellows here who can talk about us, though 
they can't talk to us. 2 4 


Mrs. Furbelo. (after one of the customary discussions), It's 
all very well for you to reproach me with extravagance, but befors 
1 married you I was never accustomed to pinch myself in matters 
of dress. 

Vr. Furbelo. You surprise me, love. From what I remember 
of the way you laced, and your shoes two sizes too small, I was 
under the impression that you were. 

ss 
s 

Snapper. Going to the Covent Garden Ball? 

Snapper. Ves; got rather a good idea, I think. 

ui ut. How are you going?! 

Saapper, Disguised in drink. 

Sunipper. ooh! you will be recognised in a moment. 

ss 
z= 


„I CANNOT sing the h-h-howld songs!“ 
And his hearers gasped with awe, 

For his voice rolled round with the hateful sound 
Of a file on a cross-cut saw. 


“TI cannot sing the h-h-howld songs!” 
And a critic raised a growl : 
„We will quite allow that same, for how 
Can you sing the songs you howl ?“ 
* 
s 
Mrs. Sirellington- Toff. And how is my daughter getting on, Miss 


hi nm? 
N As well as can be expected, madam; but I 


regret to be obliged to say that the dear girl seems sadly deficient 


on sense. 
e Teh I am delighted to hear it, Miss Teach- 


ington, for as a gentleman's daughter, I trust that my child will 
never be associated with anything common, 
* 
s 

Patient (in extremis), When—{—consulted—you—a—month— 
ago—and—asked—you—if— I —was—going—to—die—you—said— 
that—was—the—very—last—thing—you—vx pected—me—to—do— 
and—now—you—say—1—am—going——? 


Doctor. Well, that is generally the last thing most of us do, isn’t 
it? I don't suppose you'll do much after it, in this world, 
anyhow. „ 


TLuskington. This is the first drink I've had since I don't know 


— Man Who Pays. But your hands are trembling so that you 


I get Yes, gee ; but it isn't what you think. It's 
want of practice, that's what it is. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Mise Sloper. 
No. 618.—The “Jack the Giant Killer“ Costume. 


THE NEW MAN. 
„What! another plate broken, Adulphus? That's the fifth this 
week, and when I married 22 you swore you were domesticated. 
And, goodness me, just Jovk at the state your apron’s in!” 


“ Pity me, Mr. Podlin. It's a Leap Year dance; ladies have to 
select their own partners—so embarrassing.” “But it’s a capital 
idea. Now you know how a fellow feels among a lot of good- 
looking girls.” 


A CASE OF IDENTITY. 
Counsel, Can you swear to the prisoner ? 


Witness, Lor bless yer, yus, sir. In about alf. a-dozen diff 
languages. Would yer like to ‘ear me? bs 


8 9. 


(Saturday, February 29, 1890 


Male Philanthropist (absent-mindedly, as he gazes at heb. 
on Mrs, Beautilcigh's hat), Horrible! might as well wear her o 
little daugiter, 

Mrs, Lscautileigh, Sir, what do you mean? 

Male Philantnropest (with sudden inspiration), 1 mean, in. 
dear Mrs. Beautileigh, that the one can be relied on, as surely .. 
the other, to become u pretty woman. 

es 


* 
Absent-minded Euploger. You're late this morning, Mr. Brown. 
Clerk. Yes, sir; I—my wife, sir, had twins last night. 
Absent-minded Employer, Dear, dear; well, don't let it oc. 
again. oe 


Vr. Greatheart. Don't be afraid, Johnnie, my dog never hu: 
good little boys. 
Jol une (nervously), But I ain't always good, sir. 
ss 


* 
Ax English cook from England went 
To a German situation ; 
But sorely now doth he repent 
i Haviug left this peaceful nation. 


The Berlin gaol, with tear and sigh, 
He three long years must linger in, 

For having dared to make a pie 
Which—the Emperor had no finger in!! 


Oldun. Remember that “ pity is akin to love.” 

Younger. Not always; for instance, the 553 pitted me ca 
siderably, but you can’t say that it had any particular affection 1, 
me, se 

s 


Slyman, There goes Dr. Burly. 
Walker. So it is; great man, marvellous physique. 
Slyman, Humph ! his physic may be marvellous, but it's alway. 


tly nasty. “9 


Merchant (engaging lady typewriter). You say your la 
employer eee the pet Me regard 5 you and yet you nr 
unable to get u reference from him. 
fair . with a blush). Well, you see, sir, the fact i. | 
had to sue him for breach of promise, so, you see—er—. 
** (No engagemen, 


First Journalist. Three hours over that little thing? Why, u. 
dear fellow, I often knock off an article twice as long as thut 
half the time and think nothing of it. 

Second Journalist, Just so, my dear fellow, and neither do your 
readers, 0 


Ner. Mr. Canter. Nay, I will not relieve thy necessities, becau 
= art lazy. Go to the ant, thou sluggard, and take example |; 


m. 
Loafer, Well. I don't see as how there's so much diff'renc- 
atween us. The bally ant 8 works in the summer time, au! 
bally well goes to sleep all the bloomin’ winter. 
ss 
s 
Ar. Stiggina, Never forget, my dear boy, that politeness pays. 
Boy. joss pay them as uses it, but it don't pay them as 
receives it, „* 
Two fellows argue, for a wh 
With “ How pipe tee What the deuce?” 
About what part of Scotia's isle 
Was inhabited by Robert Bruce. 


Then to a third the point's resigned, 
And he, being ignorant, thus returns : 
That's easy settled, sirs. You'll find 
Bruce's Address in Robert Burns! 
ss 
s 
First Stranger (leisurely). Excuse me, sir, but could you oblige 
me with the time? 
Second Stranger (in a hurry to catch a train). No, sir, I've none 
to spare. * 


Teacher (after discourse on“ The Staff ef Life”). Upon what, 
Jenkins, minor, do our bodies chieſly rely upou for support? 
Boy at the Bottom. Feet, sir. 
„„ 
Coper. Did Figgins tell you that I'd sold him my horse? 
Roper, Well, not exactly ; he said you'd sold him, so I was able 
to imagine the rest. * 


Restaurant Pro or. Ze waiter tell me you complain of ze 
roast fowl, sare. hat is ze matter wiz it? 
: ide You'd better ask it; it's quite old enough to speak for 
tse 


Nearman. Yes, I allow my wife to select all my cigars for me. 

Visitor, But surely, 1 dear fellow, you 

Nrarwan. Oh! yes, I know what you're going to say; but. von 
see, I don't smoke em myself and none of my friends ever takes 
second. Vou can't think what a lot I save. 


ss 
* 


Little Tommy (aged six). Ma, dear, can't I have a bit of cake, 
lease? 


4 Mother, Certainly not. Tommy; naughty little boys like you 
never get cake. 

Little Tommy (with a sigh). Ah! Is' pose that is what's meant 
by there's no piece for the wicked.” 


—— 


THE SAME THING—ONLY DIFFERENT. 

ADOWN ye winding Watling Strete rode ye bold knyghte, 8 
Rupert de Spoof. Proudly he sate ye gaily-caparisoned mi. 
armed cap-a-pie-a-pudding, for he went forth to ye joust, ton. 
tourney held at ye ancient town hoght Sainte Pancrasse. 

As he entered ye golden gates that were flung open wide for hy- 
admittal, there was truly a great fanfare of trumpets and agree" 
clash of cymbals. A min proud that day was Sir Rupert, and 
gazed up with love-lit eyes to where ye Queen of Beauty sat oi’ 
dais amongst her knyghtes. And in sooth she bowed and smu 
full sweetly and oft. For it was ye lovely Lady Gwendol. 
Hautboys, and she was fair gone upon ye brave Sir Rupert. I 
she was prom to ye Duke de Somerstown, ye owner of ye est, 
5 e and Knight of ye Kynge's Cross. And he sate!) 

er syde, . 

And Sir Rupert de Spoof entered ye lists to do battle with 
Lane de Petticote. And ye twain met with a thundering she - 
and ye lance of Sir Lane did splytte (for itte was made in 
many), and ye lance of Sir Rupert did catch Sir Lane at ye fre"! 
of ye neck, and, being of tempered steel and yielding ashe, 185 
— adown ye backbone and pinned him to ye saddle. 


And Sir Rupert de Spoof arode proudly up to ye Queen of BS 
to receive ad rize from ye fayre lady's fie hands. And 
looked at ull soft. 

“ Why do you look at me so?” asked Sir Rupert. g 

“Surely,” murmured ye Beauty-Queen, sweetly, “surely an 
can look at a king!” She was foretelling ye proverbs of poste! -- 

Ah!“ returned Sir Rupert, in yeeffort to be clever, and sur. 


" 


. 


sweet ladye, a king can look at a cat ! 
Ile saw too late ye error of ye inversion. 
* Seeze him!“ cried ye Duke de Somerstown. 
And ye guardes sozed him quick, and put him to ye dete. 
ye Duke and ye Beauty-Queen lived happy ever after. 
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TOOTSIE ON SKATING. 


WHAT says the poet? 

“Over the ice, as o'er pleasure, should lightly giide, 

Both have dale which thin, Catteriag surfaces hide” 

That, alas, is very true. What a life of anxiety is that of a poor 
friendless girl. It is not 
every girl can get a titled 
masher to propose to her 
—on paper—in a sufti- 
ciently - compromising 
manner. Of course it is 
easy enough to make him 
break off nfterwards. He 
is generally only too eager 
to do so. But you want 
a Pa or a brother, or 
someone in the legal line 
ready at the right moment 
with the good word of 
advice. 

Skating is a great help 
to n showy girl who wants 
to show off—and what 
girl doesn't? There are 
the most sinuous of twist - 
ings and twinings to be 
managed with u little 
skill, which are awfully 
fetching. 

“When first beginning 
to learn to skate,” says my 
uide, “do not use a stick, 
ut have the support of a 
companion who car skate, 
and by degrees he may 
leave you to your own 
exertions. Above all, do 
heartened by a 
That is it, Wh . 

at is en you go pb. smi tly and always 
member how thankful you should be that thouah you are on 
real ice,” there is nochance at the Skating Rink of being drowned. 
The man who invented the real ice rink was a genius. I should 
glad to hear he made a fortune by it, but should hardly suppose 
hat to be very probable. Inventors don’t as a rule make money by 
uventions, SBome—most indeed—have no money to carry the 
hing out, and some of these raise from friends, The friends 
ho lend the money don't make money. They make faces as a rule. 
The old original roller-skate was rather a mistake, but it paid 
‘ell enough for a long 
chile, until snuffed out by 
he other style. 

The question ‘naturally 
rises : How long will the 
ste for Rinks, as they are, 
continue? At present they 
hould get plenty of cus- 
om from fashionable 
»-ople, and do, I presume; 
but much change an 
novelty is required te 
keep this up. 

Heugler's Rink is very 
hindsomely fitted up, the 
hments and 
ttendance also. Those 
irous of sampling the 
edish cuisine will here 
iid their chance, and 
prove their minds. 

The Rink, which is 
here several circuses 
hive pitched from time 
„ time, is well placed in 
Argyll Street, egent — 

‘treet, and 1 am informed Billy proves a duner. 

one hundred and six 

rds from Peter Robinson’s, either way, g or coming. 

| got Billy to take me there the other night. The Honourable 


ned a duffer on skates, but a nice boy I know turned up just in 
ime, He skated divinely. 
— — 
n ANCESTORS, 
0. 2. 


ied ines we 1 en 1 of 1 Ancestors 42 
the “ IIALr.'Ux.“ a ing an * ng public has simply 
j-iled for the portraits or thee world-renowned worthies, Our 
vat difticulty has been to get hold of the original paintings from 
which the drawings could 2 made; for so many of them, when 
not in private collections outside the SLOPER family, found their 
Wy up the spout of the period soon after they were painted. 
iowever, with the assistance of the authorities nt the National 
zallery and the British Museum, all the portraits, from the time of 
lenry De Bovril Sloper to the present day, have now been traced, 
nd we have pleasure in giving the first one this week. 


Spe SEL 
HENRY DE BOVRIL SLOPER, 


Born, 1066. SCALPED, 1100. 
(After the Painting by Rupert Poofnard.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND GEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials srom all parts of the Werid. 


SLOPER’S pws 


PRICE g PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY BACH Lox, 


& CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT 
INDIGESTION 
HEADACHE 
GIDDINESS 
DEBILITY, and 
ALL STOMACHIC TROUBLES. 


ees 
IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
9id. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E. C., 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 

Especially to those who wish to know of a mS 
TO ake certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 


under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
TE CASE 


OBSTINA 78 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is simply im 
as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Cam 
vis ‘od pti treatment iety 
y adopting your nt my anx 

and misery was over within 8 hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other thin 
Half the quantity you sent pro 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn tee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 48. Gd. (by post, 48. 9d) is us- 
ually sufticient for anv case. 

iculars will be Badly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 
Write privately to— 
Mrs, A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W. 


ssible, 
rwell, 
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DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalled. The most eflectual en carth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


Dr. DAVIS, 3089 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, w. 
Z Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


PUTTING SOME “GO” INTO IT. 


ui never Beloneed to = — Lp ee 5 e 
is e paragraph, because it won't properly ap to you. On 
those who have fretted and sweated behind the Footlights of this 
„Hall, or that “ Lecture Room,” and know of the heartburnings, 
the jealousies to be met with in the ranks of—say, the Seven 
Sisters Strollers, will appreciate this instance of the beastly 
intolerance of a “ — andy.“ 

Her name was Bessie Billingworth, and, though her father was 
only a surveyor and house agent, she had, though we say it, all the 
fascinations and dramatic talent of a Flo St. John or a ima 
Moore. Weli, the piece we 3 to put up at the Harringay 
Lecture Hall was the dear old Mascotte, and, of course, ie was 
to appear in the title réle. 

Now we don’t know whether you remember the Mascotte, but, if 
you don't. we may tell you that there's one scene where a lot of 
male peasants chevvy Bessie about and try to kixs her. All us 
fellows wanted—naturally—to play male peasants, but that couldn't 
be. There were only nine of us in the Strollers, and that was only 
just sufficient to fill out the N parts. So it was decided to 
apply to the local branch of the Good Young Men's Association for 
assistance. It was true that the youths of this brotherhood were 
somewhat goody-goody, and might object to take part in e 
so sinful as amateur theatricals; but there was no help for it, and 
they had to be asked. 

They “kicked” at first, as we thought they would, and it was 
only on the understanding that the proceeds of the evening were 
to be given to a local charity that they ultimately consented. But 
bless you!—to see the idea those clowns had of kissing—it was 
heartbreaking. 

When their “cue” came they went at her, with shoulders down, 
with a rush, just for all the world as though they were playing a 
scorching football team in Finsbury Park. 

“Great Scot!” cried Bessie, impatiently, at the dress rehearsal, 
“you fellows rush at me as though 1 was an escaped pick pocket 
or au unmuzzied terrier with rabies, and wanted to kick in-tead o| 
kiss me! Now, look here, I'll tell you what I'll do: I'll give 
every fellow a florin towards the ‘ Library Fund’ for every time he 
maaan to kiss me at the performance to-night. See what you 
can do.“ 

It you'd seen the result of that offer you'd have called it one of 
the finest bits of stage realism you'd ever witnessed. When the 
kissing scene came on those chaps swarmed round Bessie like 
madmen, They rushed at her like Zulus at the “charge.” One big 
fellow, who wore glasses, headed the mob. He was first to reach 
her, und turning, she made several dabs at him. She struck his 
spec's and sent them spinning into the orchestra, but, undeterred, 
he dashed down on her and gave her a sounding smack, then 
eee rel, some say that he earned fourteen bob in sixteen 
seconds: 

How long it might have gone on we can't say, but our stage- 
manager, realising the fact that at this rate Bessie would soon be 
bankrupt, rushed in, collared her and bore her yelling and kicking 
away, aud that ended the scene—and the Hascotte, too! 


— 


PA PAS GRACE. 

Good Auntie (to little ncphew on 2 visit). Now, Willie, say 
grace like good box. 

Willie. What's that? 

Good Auntic (shocked), What's that! why, what does papa say 
before dinner? 5 

Nie. Well, can’t give vou his exact words. but it's generally 
something like “If I have to wait another blessed minute for this 
confounded food, dashed if 1 don’t go and dine at the club and 
not come back for a week.” : 


ae 


67 
RAVENSRUE. 
— 
CHAPTER IX. 
WITHIN a few minutes after the explosion which erumbled 


Ravensrue Castle into the dust. and turnished Father Mennett, the 
hermit. of Knows- 
daile, with au ente 
tive weapon to 
soothe the doubts of 
his parishioners, a 
couple of horsemen 
might have been 
seen leaving 
the copse, which the 
Alchemist and the 
Master of Ravensrue 
had used as a store. 
house for the lack - 
ages they had made 
and carried from the 
castle on the pre- 
vious day. 

“ Marry, come up. 
good Alanwick.” 
said the younger of 
the two, as he looked 
towards his com- 
nion. I'd scarce 
have known xou had 
I not seen the trans- 
formation with my 
own eyes.” 

“It's n kind of 
miracle which loses 
much by seeing how 
it is done,” said 
Alanwick, as he 
shrugged his shoul- 
ders. 

“But from a man of sixty you scarce look forty.” 

“And is the Master of Ravensrue not a changed man also? 
Forsooth, he is no great wizard—a skilful barber. Your friends 
might scarce know you now; but, i’faith, I think your creditors 
would make shift to know you enough to accept what you were 
pre to give them 

„ daresay I am changed,” said the Master of Ravensrue ; “and 
I hope it is for the better,” h. 
over oe place where his jong curls had erstwhile flowed. 

ay 
1 know how to wield the scissors, if I know anything at all, and I 


“TI know how to wich the ecissors,” 


Ravensrue, sadly. I felt sad at heart when I saw the gloomy pile 
hurtling forward to its downfall.” 

“It was a pretty firework,” said Alanwick, “and will keep our 
memory green among the yokels who know not the mystery. 

“But Lady Edwina: She will think we are buried in the ruins.” 

“ You will write her, telling her otherwise.” 

“She will believe that it is the work of the evil one, and will 
hate me for ever.” 

“We will undeceive her in good time, and as long as she thinks 
the evil one has anything to do with it, she will think the more of 
you. A man is no less welcome to a woman because he has a 
spice of the devil in him. But we must hurry up. Get up, good 
horse, we have far to go ere the morning light see us,” said 
Alanwick, and the pair spurred on briskly. 

* 


* * * . * 

The mysterious disappearances of the Master of Ravensrue and 
the being who was deemed his familiar spirit was a nine days’ 
wonder. The country folks spoke of his fate with bated breath and 
darkening looks. The lonely ruius of the tower where the dark- 
some fate was worked out was shunned by all, and even the more 
aristocratic neighbours shuddered when they spoke of the dread 
doom of the last of the Ravensrues. 

The Baron Longchamp, with others, was convinced he had 
seen the last of that candidate for his daughter's hand, and, it must 
be confessed, he now almost regretted the fact. The hint thrown 
out by the Master of Ravensrue, in regard to the Lord Godolphin's 
financial position, had been disquieting. He had inquired about it, 
and found it disappointing. The Baron saw there would be a 
difticulty in borrowing a half-crown occasionally from the von- in- 
law of his choice, and he feared that he had done wrong in 
dismissing Ravensrue as he had done. The younger man would 
have been more amicable to reason. But that was over. There 
was no use convincing his daughter now that Ravensrue was no 
longer on earth. The Baron withdrew his restrictions. She was 
free to wander as she pleased. 1 

She wandered to the rural tree, into the hollow of which she 
hopelessly put her hand, to draw forth, with a half-muftied scream, 
a letter! ve laughs at post offices. 

(To be continued next week.) 


— ͤ—v—-—8' 


THE LATEST DOG ANECDOTE. 


Poheon, You don't mean to say you're going to keep a dog? 

Stinson, Yes, just set up one! 

Bobson (almost reeth tears), Tut, tut !—dear, dear! what a pity 3 
yon re always been such a truthful man up to now.” 
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OH, JERUSALEM! 
This is the sort of thing ee expect in London the next time an 


tern 


7 
, 


, 


THE WAY TO WORK IT 


Ss 
ake! 


comes to stay with us. 


4 


K 
AW. 


First Old Boy. I've told my lad that if he marries fi 
I'll. cut him off with a shilling. Pare 

Second Old Boy. And I've told my daughter that if she 
doesn't give up your son III disown her for ever. 


First 510 o. 


match 


of it 


Good, 


good! they’re bound to make a 


[Both chuckle hugely. 


GOLF ON MONKEY ISLAND. 


ALLY SLOPER’S NALF-HOLIDAY: 


HE WAS SORRY HE SPOK 
Old Clevershine. You have made a mistake, waiter; you 
spell cdtelette with two t's. 
Waiter. 1 forgot also another tea, sir; ninepence more. 


please. 


hes 


MV 
lad We 


I) a RA 


2 “YY 


“it 


“2 
Ute 


a. 


THERE WERE SLOPERS IN THOSE DAYS, TOO. 

„ „ «The first thing that presented itself to the eyes of Sanclo 
Panza was the Squire of the Wood's nose, which was so large that it 
almost overshadowed his whole body, its magnitude was indeed extra- 
ordinary * ol the colour of a mulberry * . 
—“Don Quixote,” Part 2, Chap. zie. 


“Missing LINKs.” 


HEATHENISM RAMPANT! 


(Saturday, February 29, 1696, 
QUITE TRUE. 


She, It's my birthday to-day. 
He. Dear me, and what is the score! 
She, The score is twenty. 


„%% Mise Sloper vill be delighted to recei 
photographs rum those of reg viends char 
portraits hare not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB’'S FRIIN DS. 


No. 432.— Miss JuLIA MEREDITH. 


At last I feel the power of love's true fon.” 
i e Dook Snoor. 


“1 am a willing captive to her charms.”—Lord Ji. 


“Where my Julia’s lips do smile, there's the land ot 
Cherry Iale.” Tie Hon, Bills. 


(2) And the Meenister said, “ The rapids o’ Tobermory run direct tae the Kirk, nae 


“This damp, short cut to the Kirk is fast takin’ 
qa) R doubt, but the Scotch Subbath is gittin’ too much for my frail human nature.” 


fi 
the Christianity oot o’ me,” quoth the Elder. about the K “4 


ormon heathe 


(8) And the Laird 8 “They needna’ w 


m happy enough. co I've turned a kind 0 


ire 
r 


Saturday, February 29, 1896.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 69 
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Hurry *Furr$6'S.Show 


A. Dalle 6 -Teafigh 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Two Justices have made it known That tramway tickets must be shown :—I see with interest dread visitor, indeed! Seldom has a more brutal and appalling crime 
that Bill Maintains his taste for yachting still :—These horseless carriages, you know, [hear will shocked the public, and the inhabitants of North Loin — e . 
soon be ali the go :—Dread cisitor! I hope that he Will soon be under lock and key:—“ Eureka!” for three and four burglaries a week 1 N to be the average in the neighbourhood. The police 
the explorers shout, No longer is there room for doubt :—A pare one it proved to be, Asall cannot be expected to pick up the scent like a bloodhound, but they are straining every nerve: and 
proclaim whe went to see:—It was @ ballet ne affair, Declares the Ancient, who was there. A that the assassins may be speedily brought to justice is the wish of THE SLOPEMIAN SHOWMAN. 


THEY PREFER THE “READY.” 


ON THE BRINY. 
Fader Friend. I'd such a stunning dinner to-day, 
man. 
Second Friend. Yes, so 1 had, but I haven't got it 


now. [Somehow that remark didn't seem to agree 
with Hlit her's digestive process. 


WOMAN'S WILES. 


* bids you have heard, dear, that I am laying 

to the heart of old Professor Mouldytomes. 

What do you think of my latest portrait! There's 

rather a literary air about me 1 fancy.”—Postecript 
of Jessie's letter to Madge. 


ö THEATRE ROYAL, SLOCUM. 


“But surely, my dear girl, you prefer intellect to money?’ @he Villain. Ha! listen. Horses’ hoofs! 
Voice from the Gods, No, mate—donkey's ears l 


NICE FOR DAD. 


„aux, father, there’ tfed monkey in th 
Natural History Museum oan as beak oe eM “Yes, but 1 doubt if the tradesmen do.” 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 

WE ure very much afraid that Zhe New Barmaid will not retain 
her situation at the Avenue for any considerable length of time. 
8 We're sorry, be- 
cause we had 
been led to ex- 
pect great 
things of the 
fascinating 
Hebe, and the 
disappointment 
is consequently 
keener. Serious- 
ly, though, if 
the piece is to 
have any chance 
with the public, 
a very drastic 
alteration will 
have to be made 
in it. Elimina- 
tions must be 
numerous and 
additions many. 
It wants smart- 
ening, it wants 
go, and it wants 
more genuine 
fun, fewerchest- 
nuts, and less 
vulgarity. For- 
tunately it is of 
the order of 
plays which lend themselves to any amount of alteration, and 

properly carried out, may yet achieve a fair measure of success. 


i 


7 
7 
7 


s 
“It's a mad world, my masters.” Never is a mysterious and 
sensational murder perpetrated than at least half-a-dozen totally 
innocent people give themselves up to the police for complicity in 
the crime. They're a beast of a nuisance, these idiots, the 
evening papers alone bless them. “ Confession of the —— murderer” 
a truly magnificent Poster. 3 


THE Fossilized Fabric has this day conferred the “Award of 
Merit” upon Fun S. JENNINGS, because he's a talented light come- 
dian, “It ain't to be wondered at, fevther,” chirru the 

-Orbed Call Boy, “that Frederick is chock full o 
E cemes of a fine old theatrical stock, and you can bet your Trilby 
cases he won't disgrace it. Oh, mon parient, hif you only knew 
‘ow I too longs to tread the ‘istrionic boards and make a name for 
myself in the perfession.” And the A 
smile upon his ambitious son, and prom 
Sir Henry Irving, the moment he returned, 


Ir is seldom safe to prophes: concerning the weather, because 
the Clerk of the Meteorolo — tecene to take infinite 
ure in at once upsetting one’s 
tions. For once, however, we 
y we shall be upon the right 
side in assuming that the ndvent of 
Spring will be exceptionally early 
is year. The absence of frost and 
ap has hod the Gon bai reg hiy tes 
ing everything,” as they say in the 
agricultural districts. "The 
are green with fast s in 
the early lambkins 
u the sward, and conjure u 
— — visions of mint sauce an 
peas, the——Come in. Eh? What's 
that? You've brought a little ode 
you wish us to cast an eye over? 
Oh! hang it; the first poet of the 
season, as we live! What ho, with- 
out there ; let loose the bloodhounds 
and prepare the torture chamber. 
The miscreant dies the death. 


s 

hab ae my hi 0 As 

ucky chap he 8 m, and pu 
— pe the igo speak. Mr. 
Vincent J. Dunn, the attendant at 
the new Swimming Baths, at Hove, 
is now numbered amongst Sloper's 
Heroes. It appears that, in August 
of last year, = ced pgs 8 a 
young chap, plun nto the sea 
at Hove to save the life of a Mr. D. 
Filtness, who was drowning. His endeavours, 1 were of 
no avail, for the unfortunate gentleman lost his life. Young Dunn 
himself would have shared a similar had he not been rescued 
by his father, Harvey Dunn, late of Brill’s Baths, Brighton, but 
now swimming master at the new baths at Hove. Of both father 
— son, A. SLOPER can honestly say “ they’ve always Dunn their 

J. ee 2 
s 


THE Emperor Will according to a contemporary, is a perfect 
master of the telegraphic instrument, and can manipulate it like 
an expert professional. If Billiam the Impetuous will now turn 
his attention to learning how to word his wires more judiciously, 
his education in this department will be complete. 


s 
It is quite untrue that the Member for Shoe Lane has accepted 
the Leadership of the Irish Party. The Eminent has been in some 
warm places in his time, but not there, my che-ild, not there. He 
draws the line at that, thank you. 


THE Oxford still maintains its reputation for affording one of the 
best variety entertainments in Town. The new military sketch, 


~~ eee sore 
el ca) 
.» WI 


smole an a) ving 
to talk it Seer wih 


and the applause nightly be- 
stowed upon it stamps it as one 
of the most appreciated items 
of a thoroughly first-rate and 
enjoyable programme. We get 
our full measure of fun from 
numerous star comedians, and 
a pleasing display of beauty and 
lace underskirts from a bevy of 
bewitching serios. Lou should 
go. „ 


“MAKING things hot for the 
Docket was the 7 ot 
an evening paper, which de- 
scribed in detail the circum. 
stances of the Heroof Krugers- 
dorp’s arrest. Making things 
hot for him, indeed! And we 
heard that he had been 
placed under a Froest, 


s 
| WE understand that there is 
absolutely no foundation for 
the statement that Dr. Jameson 
is engaged upon a book entitled 
“The Rhodes to Ruin.” 


. ; i 

E the persistent rumours concerning the discovery of the 
Nach Pole, the truth of the intelligence is still a matter for doubt. 
A. SLOPER personally declares it’s all Nansense. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 


SIGNOR SLOPERINI HAS MUCH PLEASURE IX ANNOUNCING 
THAT HIS DANCING CLASSES ARE A BIG TAKE ON. Ax 
UNENDING STREAM OF YOUTHFUL LOVELINESS, IN THE 
DIRECTION OF PINKTITE VILLA, BATTERSEA, S. W., is THE 
RESULT OF THE ANNOUNCEMENT MADE IN THESE COLUMNS 
A FORTNIGHT SINCE. ALL ARE WELCOME (PROVIDED THEY 
ARE YOUNG AND WELL REGULATED), AND THE HALF- 
PRICE SYSTEM WILL BE CONTINUED UNTIL FURTHER 
NOTICE, 


No. 2.—Miss Letty Chimeezer executing the “Pav. Flutter.” 
Although a most intricate action, Letty pulled it off in three 
lessons under the Signor’s patient guidance. 


ee 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR TOR WEEK ENDING MARCH 7TH, 1896. 


March, 1862.—Charles Lamb hated music ; the follow- 
ing lines. written by him in Mr. Vincent Novello’s album, was 
printed on this date in the Musical Temes: 


“Some cry up Haydn, some Mozart, 
Just as the whim bites. For my part, 
I do not care one farthing candle 

For either of them, nor for Handel. 
Cannot a man live free and easy 
Without admiring Pergolesi? 

Or through the world with comfort go, 
That never neard of Doctor Blow?” 


2nd March, 1867.—J. F. Booth this day made his first 
London appearance as Ingo in Othello at the Surrey. 


3rd March, 1651.—Thomas Otway, the dramatic t, was 
born this day. The poet of sensual pathos.”"—Leigh emt: 


4th March, 1863 —Chambers under this date quotes some 
odd bits from the first known riddle-book : (1) Why does a cow 
lie down ?—Because it cannot sit. (2) Which was the first, the 
hen or the egg !—The hen at the Creation. 


Sth March, 1860.—Edwin Danvers this day made his first 
e appearance as Flobbers in A Fright/ul Acc.dent at the 
rand. 


6th 17654.—The Broad-Bottom Administration, so 
called because it was formed out of a coalition of parties on 
pone 24th, 1744, was this day dissolved by the death of Mr. 
elham. 


Ith March, 1835.—Raikes, under this date, says: The Rev, 
E. Irving was jasxionately fond of the stage. The obliquity of his 
vision, his dialect, and peculiarty awkward gait and , 
created sv much derision that he left the stage fur the pulpit, 
where his acting was more sucecssful.” 


— — 


WORDS, IDLE WORDS. 


It’s eighteen months ago—almost to the very hour—since Harold 
Marshmitttens wound up the glowing declaration of his unquench: 
able love for Lorettina V 1 with the fine, parliamentary bit 
of oratory here set forth. He concluded: 

And loving you, darling, as I have hereinbefore remarked, with 
all my heart, and with all my soul; having laid bare my heart to 
you, ike a Röntgen snap-shot—tell me that you will never, never 
doubt me in anything?’ 

“Doubt you, my prince!” she echoed, peering trustingly into 
his noble grey eyes. Ho could you ever suspect me of a thought 
80 base, so ungrateful, so vile!” 

a * 


* * * * 
And even now those dear words often recur to his memory. 
Yes ; he thinks of them when, for instance, he finds her getting up 
in the middle of the frostiest nights to hold a sort of Cala 
Customs Officers inspection of his private correspondence, or 
surprises her with his blotting book held up in front of a mirror 
to reverse and render its record readable. He thinks of it when 
she stipulates that he shall not fetch the supper beer from the 
Lobworm and Linden Tree (where there's a yellow-haired hussey 
at the back of the beer engine), but from the Sharp and Slump 
(where the taps are twisted by a swivel-eyed retired prize-fighter) ; 
and he always waits outside the linen-draper's for her, lest a stray 
lance from one of the counter-damsels, being detected by his 
rettina, relegates him to a distant chair, and the stringiest 
portions of the cold joint for a fortnight at least. 
Yes, they often recur to him, but he never, never leads her to 
“doubt him in anything,” and so happiness reigns in that little 


home.” 
ee 


A BROAD HZ Nr. 
De Boozer (who has dropped in tu smoke a pipe), 1 th 
whisky decanter is getting pc el old man, pipe) 5 


Host (who is drinking beer]. Yes, it hasn't been filled since you 
came in. 


OGLEBY’S GODDESS. 
No, there wasn't the least shadow of doubt about it, she was on, 
of the very snappiest things in petticoats that Ogleby had Cotte 
across since ness 
knows when, | 
The old ron had a 
delightful glimpse of n ; : 
pair of exceptionally neat 2 < 


ankles us the fair one 
mounted to the garden 
seat of the omnibus, and ‘$3 — 
he was a very decent 
judge of ankles wu 


* 
Ogleby. 2 
For a moment he liesi 1 5 \ 
tated. He had rathera 
important engagem, 5 
in the City, and this ‘bi 7 
would take him bac“ 
home again; but no, 
never should he be calle:| 
a laggard in the pursuit 
of Venus. Business b- 
hanged! “Ii, condue- 
tor, stop!“ Ogleby i- 
again upon the warpath, CS 

Hardly, then, had the 
unknown fair one seated 
herself comfortably than, like the spider in the legend of Miss 
Muffet, our irrepressible friencl came and sat down beside hep, 

“I—er—I beg your pardon,” he said, as he raised his hat, but 
haven't I seen you somewhere before?” It was a bit of a chest. 
nut, but then one must open the ball somehow, you know. 

Bless you, she was not a bit coy, and Ogleby got along famously, 
Before they had gone a mile he had told her quite a score of lie. 
concerning himself, found out that «he was fond of the theatre. 
promised to take her if she'd allow him—in fact, was making the 
running splendidly. The lady was modestly reticent herself. but 
from her style, and the big business - looking ket she was 
encumbered with, Ogleby mentally put her down as a draper's 
shop girl, a dressmaker or milliner, and a deuced pretty one at that. 

a down here,” she said, as the bus pulled up at a corner, 

“So do 1,” said her companion. 

It was awfully infra dig., but of course he was obliged to offer to 
carry that beastly basket, and she let him readily enough. It wa: 
n wretched thing to carry—heavy and abominably awkwari, 
Ogleby blundered and puffed along beside her; but his fair 
companion paid no heed to him. She made the pace at a fearful 
rate, with her 1 comers too beaten to put in a word, 

One or two people who knew him passed and wonderingly 
onfound it! they were in his own neighbour. 

jood—she was turning down his own street. 

A few doors from his own house she paused. Thank vou 80 
much for helping me all this way, Mr. Ogleby,” she said ; “but | 
really won't trouble you to come any further. I Srna! take the 
washing round to the back door, your wife wouldn't like it brought 
to the front. Good evening, and thank you so—” 

But the deluded victim was already busy kicking himself round 
the adjacent corner. 


after the pair. 


— — 
A DISQUIETING INVITATION. 


“Ah! Mr. Mie g Im glad I’ve met you; my wife and 1 
will dine with you to-day.” 


— 


THE THIRD-MONTH BREEZE. 
I KNOW not if her shape so slim, 
With amorous sighs it courts— 
Or, if in witless wanton 


whim, 
About her limbs it sports: 
But that its prurient prauks 
displease 
Her soul, the rose-biush 


shows, 
What time the reckless 
third-month breeze 
Around her, rippling 
blows. 


I know not why a pretty 
mai 
Is vexed, when to ol! 


sight : 
A comely calf is half dix 
layed, . 
A uteous ankle quite. 
Yet, while about my f. 
one’s knees _ 
Her raiment, flutteriis 
ows, 
She murmurs at the mur 
muring breeze ! 
That, roystering, role 
her blows. 


I know not why we blushless males 
Condole not with the plight 

Of Beauty, bluffed by blustering gales ; 
But, somehow, when the sight 

Of half a heavenly calf one sees, 
And half a length of hose. 

One cannot curse the third-month breeze 
That round a fair one blows, 


06. 


turday, rebruary 29, 1890. 


one 
our 


A FRIVOLITY FAY. 


Do make haste, dear, Mr. Staggles has been waiting just an 
r for you. He won't be able to see you at all, if you put any 


e powder on. 
— — —— 


THE NINE PLAGUES OF LONDON. 
By AN ANTI-TEUTON. 


HE County Council's order for the muzzling of our bow-wows, 
he German-made muzzles we have to put on our bow-wows in 
ving it. 

he German sausages they eventually become if we disobey it. 
he German clerk who ousts our own from his stool in the City. 
he smell of the German pipe he smokes on the top of the morn- 
‘bus when getting there. 


ou 80 he Birmingham “Jimmy's” our burglars use. (If they'd only 
1 I wt the B article, our lives and properties would 
e the he safer). 

ought 10 new German photography, which exposes your internal 


ngements to the vulgar and inquisitive, and how much you've 
to “go” the week on. 
he German Emperor's edition of the Polite Letter Writer“; 


re German Emperor generally ! 
— — 


A TELEPHONE EAR-IE TERROR. 


is said that the frequent use of the telephone increases the size of the ear.) 


r telephone’s useful, we 
know 

task any Telephone 
(o.); 

is handy for talking 

o firms (ininus walk. 
ing, 

sending, for miles to 
and fro). 

„ alas! now a rumour 
most queer, 

h in medical papers 
appear 

would seem from their 
Sine. 

‘o use this appliance 

1 in the Telephone 


7 
oo af ALARMEO, 
„ ONLY 
Tere montis 


„ say the auricular 
drum 
cevdingly strained doth 
become; 
That “ringing up“ hourly 
(If sweetly or souriy), 
Not only doth make the ears hum, 
Rut it also doth put out of gear 
That auricular organ so dear— 
Causing * ringing-up classes 
To figure (like Asses) 
With much elongation of Ear! 


——— as 
THE SLOPER RELICS. 
C Continued, ) 


. .—SILVER INGOT, MELTING Por, AND MEERSCHAUM PIPE, 
PRESENTED TO A. SLOPER, BY SARTI, FIVE MINUTES BEFORE 
HE WAS NABBED, 


1 
rt 


nd 1 


runton 


ports: 
pranks 


blush 


ackless 
ene 
ppling 


pretty 
to our 
Uf dis 


quite. 


u lar che manner in which A. SLOPER became possessed of these 


icles is curious. “A man, uncle,” said Eveſma one night, not 
zo. “Admit him,” said A. Storer. The next moment a 
was bowing in the door-way. “Mr. SLOr ER,“ said he, 
ivdly, as a slight return for the pleasure your admirable 
„r has given me, permit me to present you with this piece of 
tin the raw, also this article of pottery, which, I am told, is 
¥ Saxon.” A. SLOPER exp hie thanks and persuaded 
ti (for twas he) to stay for a smoke anda drink, Suddenly a 
= below—it was only Alexandry and Bill Higgins having an 
iment. With a white face Sarti started to his feet. Pardon 
: forzot—I have an appointment, and he was gone, leaving 
pipe behind him. Five minutes later he was in custody. A. 
13 is about having the ingot made into n silver teapot and 
H '-howl for the use of Mrs. SLOPER and himeself—not that he 
Ves for a moment it is part of the great silver robbery—oh 


r, uo 
(Zo be continued.) 


tterinz 
e mur 


round 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


20 PRINCESS 5 . 
vbruary 1771. 1896. 
DEAR OLD ALLY,—I must thank you most 5 for 3 
me your much-coveted “ Award of Merit.” It is greatly admired 
by all my friends, and I shall always treasure it as one of my valu- 
able possessions, I should have written before, only I have been 
away, and consequently have only just received it. With best 
wishes for the Best Pen’north on Earth,” yours gratefully, 
Gro. Hancock, F. O. S. 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH Mirrixs (“GENERAL”). 
CHAPPTUR SECKKUND.—A Roop AWAIKERNIN. 

Anrrun the diskurridgin diskovery realaitin to mi nu plaice 
rekorded last weak, mi hart supcided inter mi butes as i Sted on 
the dorestep waitin to be admited. A kold feer smoat mi brest 
like a eassins dager, and aulreddy I wiched mi self saif back in the 
welkum shelltir of the patternul rufe. The hiddeous cents of 
icerlashun wich come over me at the thort that I was now aloan 
and frendless in the grate metroppylis orlmost overkome me, and 
ony the 5 of eve = me to erp 

o was a torl, gornt and eldirlee person of ferbidin aspeckt that 
stud befour me, wich somethin at wunce seamed to tell ty was mi 
fucheer mistris, She kood boast of no figur to speek of, her 
feechcers was 8 and her fais of searyus eekspreshan, and alta- 
gether the impreshun she kreated on me was not a faverrabble wun. 

She gave wun glarnse at me and mi luggige, and seamed to ges 
at wunce the rad of mi vissit. 

„Lou are Elizabeth Miffins, 1 suppose?” she inquired. 

1 replyd in the affermative, and without ernother wurd of 
welkum she turnd and led the wai akrose the orl. “This wai, 
Mary,” she says, preceadin me down a steap flite of stares and the 
end re 9175 2 this way.“ 1 

“Askin yure pardun, mum,” 1 respon rlitely, “askin yure 
pardun, but mi name's Elizabeth.” ess les 8 1 

„Very likli,” she sez, short and snapy like, “girls get orlsorts of 
fancy naims nowadays. I orlwais kori my servents Mary.” 

This furst ickearmple of mi mistreses orterkratick tirrerny gaiv 
me a speady insite into her karrackter, and mi spirrits fel as I maid 
mi way arfter her intu the reguns belo. 

“ Do you feal at orl kold arftur your jorney ?” she asked, indifirent 
like, “ cos if so yu can lite the gas-stove for five minnits, and ‘ave 
a warm; I doant ‘av the kichen fire lit til we are reddy to kook 
the borders diners.’ 

This wasn a welkum anouncemeant with the berrommyter to 

degrease belo zearoe. 
And if you feal inclined for a little tea,” she kontinvood, “ yule 
find about a kup in the pot on the dresser—1 was jist ‘aving mine 
wen you nocked, arftur h you can set to wurk and peal 
pertaiters til I kum down.” 

With wich wurds mi nu mistris turned on her heal and lef me 
standin terful and shivverin in the chearlis kichin a pray to the 
biterist and moast aggernizin thorts. In a outbirst of dis 1 
thru miself into a chare, and mi bent up fealins found releaf in a 
pashernate flud of teers. 

“Wot, a-turnin on the worter kart orlreddy ?” sed a voice behind 
me, which kaused me to start haistilea to mi feat. “Why, yu'll 
swomp the plaice out befour yuve been here a weak.” 

1 turnd in aist and beald the speeker who had thus obtruded on 
mi sollychewed. He was a youth of some fortean sumers, and he 
stud regardin me with a pittyin gaise. 

“Who are youl” I arsked, in amazement, 

“Mi naim,” he sed, “is properly Acdolfus, but the old cat korls 
me ’Enery. Wot's yourn! 

“Elizabeth Miftins,” I respons, but I've got to arnser to the 
naim of Mary.” 

Mi kompanion held out ‘is ‘and with a graseful gestcher. “The 
intreduckshun is kompleat,” he sed; “i regoise to no you, Miss 
Miffins. We are komraids in misforchun. You won't stop over 
yer month; none of 'em hover do.” 

Ain't it a comfortable plaice?” I inquird. 

“ It's a reglar beest of a ole,” said Adolfus, imfattickly, and from 
orl i ‘ad scan I corey. agread with ‘im. 

(To be continued next week.) 
ee 


OVER THE BORDER. 

NEVER mind anything they may tell you to the contrary, there's 
still u good deal of coolness between the Outlanders and the 
Inlanders in the Transvaal. 

There's a young fellow we happen to know—a persevering young 
chap, too, though he was unable to keep out of constant conflict 
with the authorities here—who went out there to sell washing and 
wringing machines on commission. It wasn’t a very promising 
job, but as he could handle a spade, cut ha-, keep books by double 
eutry, and owned a double-headed penny for tossing Ieh he 
felt confident of picking up a living iu the country of his adoption. 
A recent experience of his will serve to show that the tension is 
not relaxed. He started out the other morning, and trudged to the 
barren little hamlet called Koltsfootdrop. It’s just inside the 
Transvaal border. He walked up to the first shanty, looked in. and 
found the settler and his missus enjoying a frugal breakfast. With 
a short apology for disturbing them at their meal, he got on to the 
topic of his washing and wringing machine. He said he noticed 
that they hadn't got a machine of the kind in their household, and 
therefore their household furniture was not complete. He said 
that the settler’s wife looked like an affectionate, hard-working, 
good-hearted sort of 8 woman, for whom no day's work was ever 
too long ; for all that, however, one might waste one’s exertions 
unnecessarily—only the ignorant wasted effort—and to overtax 
one’s natural strength was to court early decay, and a premature 
grave. There was nothing sensible in doing a thing like that? 

“No, I'll admit there ain't,” asserted the settler ; but supposin’ 
I can't afford it?” 

“Then my dear sir,” eaid our young hero, becoming bold, “I 
should say that it was only a little bit of selfishness on your part! 
Now there's a brand-new double-barrelled gun, standing there; 
you managed to afford that, didn’t you?” 

Ay, but that's a necessary,” objected the farmer. 

“Not more so, I assure you, than a washing-machine to your 
wife. I'll be bound. f x 
“Bound nothing! You dunno what you're talking about, 

pursued the renter. baa 

„To prove that J do, and that the machine is the greater factor 
for al ih shouted the bold traveller, determined to book a 
line somehow, “I'll tell you what I'll do: you buy this machine— 
seven pound ten it'll cost yer—and I'll allow yer full value for the 
gun! What d'ye say to that?” 

“Can't e it,” said the man, taking down the gun, and 
gazing at it e ; and, as though to escape from the possibility 
of temptation, he picked up his oli felt hat, and clapping it on his 
bushy head, made his exit by the back door. N 

5 He's quite right, mister, quite right,” said the wife, in an 
explanatory way ; “T should be glad enough to have the washing 
machine—and he knew it—but he and Peter Oomkopff ain't on 
the best o terms. That's why he sticks to that double-barrelled 
gun so. That boer-dutchy, like the rest of em, is thunderin 
perlite so long as he knows Bill’s got the double-barrelled gun, an 
always loaded; but if he got to hear that all we'd got was a 
washing machine, why—I'm hanged if I shouldn't be a widder 
before supper-time to-night !” 


— Gäü . 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
„PRIME of Life’: The letter L. 
„Z, AND DONE”: The Alphabet. 
„AN (Kn)eesy-going Person” : Baby crawling on the floor. 


STRETCHERS. 


(By OuR OwN ANANIAS.) 

“H 

* He's one of the finest seamen that ever broke biscuit, s 
good-hearted as they make them. Why, when I seat eat 
with him in—what? you didn't know I'd been in the service? 
Why, look here!” and our Special Ananias slipped one of his 
sleeve links, rolled up his cuff, and displayed a few more or less 
illegible blue marks on his arm. What is that!) Well vou are 


were pretty well off for midshipmen aboard her, too. Th 
Arthur Robe d th b yury— — 
— 10 an e Archbishop of Canterbury—oh yes,—he 


seventeen times round the world, why it's more than | tand 
and for two pins I'd take vou up by your head and allio and 
I wes in tbe weve} ioe Rinse 
wou ve 

allowed you to lash up my hammock. It's t. sir! But that 
reminds me of w 


be waiting to lash it 
take it on deck, ae, 
pretty nearly every morning, 
there'd be a row with the com- 
use the hammocks 
weren't stowed in proper time. 
Well, one morning, things were 
a bit worse than usual, Charlie 
was somewhat more sleepy, and 
; the commander was a little more 
irritable, so presently he calls out: What on earth are you waiting 
for with those hammocks?’ Please, sir, it's a steerage yammick, 
answered the petty officer. Master-at-arms,’ roared the commander, 
and he had a voice, too! They used to tell a yarn about him that 
on one occasion the ship he was in anchored off Mozambique, and 
they were signalling with the shore, but the fat-headed Port. 
couldn't or wouldn't understand his signals, so at last he sent down 
for a telephone—I mean a speaking trumpet, and though they were 
lying three-quarters of a mile out from shore, yet he le them 
what was wanted, but he was hoarse for three days afterwards, 
Master- at- arms, he sang out, ‘go down below, and if any youn 
gentleman hasn't turned out have him lashed up in his hammoc 
and bring him up on dec Well, down the companion way 
went the Master-at-arms, and he found Lord Charles fast 
asleep, 30 he followed out his orders, and when Charlie woke 
he was being up on deck, quite helpless, lashed up in his 
hammock, with only his face showing out, and as true as I’m 
sitting here, he was stowed away in the nettings with the other 
hammocks, and had to be there fora couple of hours with all hands 
rinniag at him, before the commander sent word to unlash him. 
ut what upset Charlie most was, that breakfast was over when he 
got his liberty, and he had to go hungry until dinner.” 


DOING IT THOROUGHLY. 


„What d'ye say, why am I dressed out like this? Why, you see, 
I've always been acc of wearing the breeches in this house, so 1 
thought I'd go the whole hog and further explanations avoided. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 


'F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


.- Mn. Henry E. KAUFFMAN, F. O. 8. 


ce is the motto of the gentleman whose 
e this week present to our readers, and it 
aid, without further preemble, that his 
is devoted to living up to it. Almost 
moment that he began his prof 


AGED 5.—To write the bio- 
graphy of so uneventful a life 
as Uncle Boffin's is not easy. 
At the age ot five we find him 
at a dame's school. If there 
was anything remarkable about 
the child it was his sweet tem- 


which was only exceeded 
Py hisdelians. 


No. 9.—UscieE Borrix. 


AGED 14.— He was afterwards 
sent to a grammar school, 
where the lads found in him an 
easy dupe ; but as a youth on 
whom to practise the noble art 
of self-defence he was pro- 
nounced a failure, his defence 
being feeble ; still, his school- 
mates pluckily persevered. 


AGED 25.—A good young 
man, he became a Sunday 
School teacher, and, no doubt, 
in time would have entered the 
Church; but a lady teacher 
becoming enamou of him 
he got frightened and left. 
About this time he had his pore 
trait taken in sticking-plaster. 


THE FIN DE SIECLE TRAmp, 


— 


ol. XIII. 
Poor I may 
heaven, I am not 


ess 

1887, our hero's special aptitude for 
the merits of theatrical touring companies 
t apparent, and there are to-day few more 
dvance agents upon the road. Henry 
s thi or two in the course of his nine 
vels. He blew the trumpet of the old 
omedy Company, proclaimed the profes- 
inments of Dr. Bill, paved the way for the 
ther, was mixed up with Jawnty Jane 
told the public when to expect A Million 
Chiefly use he thoroughly deserved 
created F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of 
sented to him, April 2nd, 1892.—Debrett 


“BEER, GLORIOUS BEER.” 


But it won't be so glorious wh 
the . = 


L’S BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 

ship was awfully cocky at = asked, 
ll he found he was only one of quite a 
rchappies. He says he was never so sold 


VOLUMES COULDN'T SAY 
MORE. 


“Look jol 
recipe, eh? Here it i 


PRESENT Day.—Like Aunt Geeser, Uncle 
Boffin has a snug little independence, though 
his many relations make frequent calls 2 him. 


AGED 40.—Soon after the volunteer movement 
was persuaded by A. SLOPER to 


was started, he do 1? W. h 
join the Mildew Court Rifles; but, when on 4 3 


parade for the first time, his rifle going off by Our hero is supposed to be a confirmed elor, conse a rise in e Kaftirs’ a 
accident, he became so ex: ly unnerved but lately certain 88 of a flirty nature d i d y 
that he resigned on the spot. ry, have been observed between him and Auntie, eee ni ld 


I 0 a 
FEET 1 
She i 'm not asked, an ey ve in me for t A 

8 1 (ana it wasn't till afterwards, you know, that ae saw “ Hi, guvnor ! was your father a walking Whale’s jaw!” 
the admission cut both ways, 


lywed, Will you make a parcel for me of ; 
e d my det * s to be sawed off; and Mrs, G bones to be emash 

or 5 o be sawed off ; an rs. Gravey's bones to smashed! 
ped. I thought I would send it to the HE'S STILL PUZZLING OVER IT. Vuice from Within, Ail ri hele 7755 just splitein’ Mr. 
or Incurables, to put some of the poor “Yes, I can lend you a thousand 2 at two hundred per cent.—the Winkle’s ed, sir! (That old girl toddled off double 
ut of their misery. Arat year's interest to be paid in advance,” quick ; she didn't think it was safe to stop in sucha den. 
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E 


Boss, Now, Wiiliam, look sharp! there's Mr. Molley's leg 


Iv. I say, oughtn't your 
he. 1 don't aw the 
out, and not under pro 


